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Author's Notes: 


| couldn't NOT write this prompt. As soon as | saw it, | squealed. | hope it fulfills your wish and you like it! 


IMZ Exclusive: ZZY AND AXL MARRIED! 


Our reporters have been curious to know what's going on after seeing Axl Rose sporting a ring on his finger at 
recent Guns N Roses concerts. As far as anyone knew, the infamous lead singer has only ever been married once, 
to Erin Everly in the early 90's. Rose has always been a sort-of recluse, and has rarely given interviews or 
personal information in the past decade. 


After looking into some documents, TMZ has discovered that Axl Rose is indeed married.. to none other than Jeff 
kbell, AKA. lzzy Stradlin, the former rhythm guitarist for GNR. The pair were friends growing up, eventually 
forming the band together, and became estranged once Stradlin quit the band in 199 


Not only did no one know Rose or Stradlin was homosexual, but its a shock to see they are back together again, in 


many ways Stay tuned for more information from TMZ 


"What the fuck, Axl?" Izzy yelled into the phone. Axl winced at the sound of his voice, having just barely woken 
up. 


"A big old what the fuck back to you, lz," Axl muttered. 


"You just had to wear your ring at the concerts, didn't you? I'm sure you were just dying for people to notice 
so they could figure it all out and we never had to hide anymore-" Axl quickly shut up Izzy's rant before it 


got worse. 
"What are you talking about?" 


"IFs all over the news. TMZ found out about the marriage." Axl sighed heavily. This was not the plan. The plan 


was for them to never, ever find out about it. 
"Fuck." 


"Yeah, fuck, all right. Are you going to fix this or not? People won't stop fucking calling me and I'm getting 
pissed off. All| wanted was to sleep in this morning," Izzy grumbled. Axl wanted to laugh, just because he could 


picture the look on his husband's face, but decided against it. 

"How do you want me to fix it, babe?" 

"Well, we can't deny it. They probably went into the California records or some shit like that. | hate making 
press statements and you know that. You're the one who got us into this with your ring," Izzy said. He yawned 
on the other line. 

"Guess that means now we can both wear our rings. Fine. I'll see what management wants us to do. | would 
rather just let them talk than have to confirm it" Axl sat up in his hotel bed, stretching his body. He wasn't 


used To running around on stage for three hours every night. 


"Whoa, what happened to hot, angry Axl? You aren't going to lash out at the paps?" Axl laughed. He could 
practically hear Izzy smirking on the other side of the phone. 


‘I'm on meds now, in case you forgot. I'll talk to you later, okay?" 


"Okay." Izzy hung up right after, because they were never the couple to say "I love you" to each other or be 
all sweet together. It just wasn't them. 


Fuck. This was going to be a fun day with everyone freaking out that he was married, to Izzy, nonetheless. As 


soon as Axl put his phone down, someone started pounding on his hotel room door. Groaning, he got out of bed 


and slid on a pair of sweats before opening the door. 


"What the fuck, Axl?" Slash pushed past him to walk into his hotel room without asking. Axl rolled his eyes and 
shut the door. 


"Now you're sounding like Izzy," he replied, 


"How do you just forget to tell people that you're married to someone you used to be best friends with? Were 
you ever going to tell us?" Slash asked, folding his arms against his chest. His hair was wild and he left his 


sunglasses in his room, so Axl could just see how exhausted and frustrated he was. 


"| figured it would come up eventually. We didn't want people to know, it's nobody's business," Axl answered, 


shrugging his shoulders. 


"You didn't think, oh hey, I'm becoming friends again with my former bandmates, maybe | should tell them l'm 
fucking one of the other two former bandmates?" Slash wasn't just frustrated, he was pissed. And now Axl 
was getting pissed. 


‘lm sorry Slash, | didn't realize Izzy and | needed your approval. What's your fucking problem?" Axl asked. 


"My problem is that | found out about your marriage from Meegan, when she was checking Facebook. What 
even happened between you two? | thought you weren't speaking." 


"We started speaking again in 2009. We went to the courthouse and got married in 2012, and paid the woman 
who officiated it to never tell anyone. That's the story, okay? What else do you want to know about me and 
Izzy? Our sex life? How many pets we have? What we do with our social lives?" Axl wanted to go on, but he 


stopped when he saw Slash look at the ground. 


"No. | just don't know why you guys couldn't tell us." At that moment, Axl saw an innocent, shy, 22-year-old 
Slash again. It was like they were young again. Axl sat down on the edge of the bed and Slash slowly and 


carefully walked over, sitting next to him. 


"It was Izzy's idea. He wanted privacy, | agreed. It was easier for us to pretend we had nothing to do with each 
other than declare to the whole world that we were gay and married. And | wasn't sure if | wanted to tell you 
guys just yet because | didn't know if this whole reunion shit would work out. That's literally what happened," 
Axl explained. He really did feel like a dick for not telling Slash and Duff. 


"| guess that makes sense. But | want to know when there any other new things going on so you don't leave us 


out." 
"Deal." 


"IF it helps, Duff isn’t really pissed off with you guys. He just wants to know where you went on your 


honeymoon," Slash said, and laughed. Axl laughed with him. 


"The answer to that would be going home afterwards and hanging out with our one dog and one cat. Speaking 


of which... 
"Our next show isn't until Tuesday. You've got a few days." 


"Then I'm going home. I'll be back before the show." Slash hesitated for a second, and then leaned over and 
hugged Axl. It was weird for a second, but Axl hugged back. They were friends again, which meant it was time 
to start acting like it. 


It shouldn't have surprised Axl when he was mobbed by photographers at LAX, but there they were, shoving 


their cameras in his face. 
"Axl, is it true? Are you and Izzy gay?" one yelled. 
"Axl, why did you keep this a secret?" another said. 


"Axl, how does it feel to be a fag?" As soon as Axl heard that last word, he immediately stopped and turned 


around. The medication he was on wasn't going to stop the anger fueling inside of him. Nobody called him a fag. 


"Don't you ever call me that again, you asshole. You hear me?" Axl pointed a finger in the photographer's face, 


trying not to raise his voice too much. 
‘lm sorry, |, | just." 


"You're not fucking sorry. You're scum. | may be married to a guy, but that doesn't mean | can't kick your ass 
right now. Now get the fuck away from me," Axl said, practically seething. He wasn't going to let this 
douchebag win. The guy practically ran, as the other photographers looked on in shock. Axl escaped before they 
could start taking pictures again. He didn't want to deal with that. 


With traffic, it took Axl almost an hour to get to his and Izzy's house. They each had their own beforehand, 
but had decided to get one together out in the boonies of Los Angeles. Izzy loved it. Axl didn't mind the peace. 
It worked perfectly. 


Nothing had changed in the last three weeks since Axl had been home. He dropped his bag on the floor, threw 
his keys into their basket, and slipped off his shoes. No animals came bounding towards him, which meant they 
were probably upstairs. Axl headed up the stairs to their room, where he knew Izzy would be. 


Just as he thought, Izzy was sprawled out in their oversized bed, dozing. His dog and Axl's cat were curled up 
next to him. It didn't matter if only one of them was home or they were both there; they always knew their 


pets would find their place in the middle of the bed. Axl quietly sat down on the bed next to his husband, 


whose eyes fluttered open as soon as he felt a shift. 


"What are you doing here? You're supposed to be on tour," Izzy mumbled sleepily. He pulled Axl down by his 
shirt to give him a kiss. 


"Had a couple days off. Wanted to see you. I'm sorry | wore my ring," Axl answered. 

"IFs okay. I'm sorry | flipped out on you." 

"| already forgot about it" Axl kissed Izzy again, happy to be back with his husband for just a few days. It was 
still weird to him. Husband. He was married. But he was married to his best friend, and that was all that 


mattered to him. 


"Slash came to talk to me after you called. He was mad that nobody told him. | felt kinda bad for the guy, you 


know? So | promised him | wouldn't leave him in the dark anymore," Axl said. 
"Poor little Slash. He's still a baby, huh?" Izzy asked. Axl nodded. 


"Yep. Kinda like our baby, really. Maybe you should come out on the rest of the tour with us and we can keep 


an eye on him," Axl suggested, smiling. 
"Not a chance. | like home, and | like our little fur babies very much." As soon as it was mentioned, Dijon got up 


from her spot and padded over to Axl. She pressed her nose against his face, knowing that was how she got 


cuddles. Axl petted the little fluff ball, hearing her purr happily. 

"Don't get sucked into her cuteness, babe. She's pushed like, five things off shelves since you've been gone," 
Izzy said. His dog opened his eyes, looked up at him, and then closed his eyes again. He was getting older, and 
Axl wanted to suggest to Izzy about eventually putting him down, but knew he would get pissed. 


"That's because she missed me. She was rebelling." Izzy snorted. 


"Yeah, sounds like you." Dijon, satisfied with the love she received, moved back to her original spot. Axl moved 


closer to Izzy, knowing this would be the only quiet time they would have for the next few months. 


"By the way, | got mobbed at the airport. | may or may not have threatened to kick a guy's ass because he 


called us fags," Axl mentioned casually. 
"You what?" 


It Il be fine. | got them to fuck off, and hopefully they'll leave us alone. Who cares if we're married? I'm happy. 
You're happy. Right?" 


"Axl, I'm never happy. I'm the silent, brooding one, remember?" 


"Oh shut up. Come here and kiss me. We've only got a few days." Izzy complied, deepening the kiss as much as 


he could right before a cute, innocent cat named after a condiment appeared. 


"All right babies. Off the bed. Your daddies want their alone time." Izzy picked up Dijon, making her meow 
sharply, and patted his dog's head. He got up from the bed and made sure both pets were out of their 
bedroom with the door shut. Izzy then turned around and grinned at Axl. 


"Now, where were we, my handsome, maniacal husband?" 


"Please don't ever call me that again, oh moody one." Izzy just shook his head and took his shirt off before 
getting back in bed. 


They were older, nowhere near how they used to look in the 80s, and they had gone through a lot in the past 
twenty years. But Axl didn't regret any of it. He was married to his best friend, and that was how it was going 
to be. 


